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THE SUNDAY STAB, WASHINGTON, D. C„ FEBRUARY 10, 1924-PART 5. 


THE LATCHKEY 


BY JOSEPHINE DASKAM BACON. 

A Romance Which Developed Swiftly in the Atmosphere of the Opera 

O N a misty, rainy, blowy night ( That is, unless-—you haven't got button at the Bide of the elevator. Wil- pretentment of a young man drawing a 

In November a young man ! an >’ convenient place you could go, liam appeared promptly before him. bow across a violin. It was two years 

stumbled out of a taxicab and | have you?” ‘Tin afraid there's been a mistake,” old, but the straight, thick brows, the 

Into the arms of a surprised After all. u man could hardly— Will Btlckncy began nervously. "I—I sweep of back-brushed hair, the obstin- 
hall-boy, who had stepped out of the I there were hotels, of course. And seem to have got into th*» wrong apart- ate mouth were unmistakably his own. 

apartment house to have a look at I Mary had asked her. But this cool ment last night.” William piped up. “That's him! He 




the weather. The young man I suggestion added a definite Irritation "Wlmddyu mean?” said William brought ft violin with him, too!” 
stumbled for two very' good reasons; to his embarrassed uncertainty. bluntly; “they was home, wasn't they? "Oh! He did!” 

firstly. he was incumbered with * suit " rm afrald «»*•“ E* replied, to his You been there all the while T Tlio tall man turned to hi 

. imif . onfn Iamazement. ”1 don't know much "It—it wasn't my sister,” fcitlekney know]edged host and handed hi 


case, a violin case, and a half-open J 
umbrella; secondly, he was short- I 


about New York.” 


ua.urei!d seconaty, no was »uwn- ..... ... ... ,, 

sighted, and his glasses, Aimed with , ™ " 8,8 '»• "don't worry. lived there I m sur.,' 

mist, betrayed him at the curb. I 1 onl3 ' “ *' thul 1 ve pl8n ‘- v , ° f P"**® 8 . ° h ' «*MJ» »»»">. -‘-“'‘•‘g. " 

-Is this number one hundred and “ K< ’; .. Ilave 11 cigarette? These are d «* * h ® ,v « .. 

twenty?" he asked the hall-boy, who 1 • h,ickney answ 

. I4 Thank you; l don t smoke them. simply. 

T , thi i. n . m #h ,{ "Of course not,” she retorted, with ”Cl**e!” 

Upon this he paid the taxicaj and j thut pdd husky r h uck i c . “Well. I'll William shot a shrewd glance at thlt 

^ I b « back in a minute.*' f flushed and stammering young man. 

"You wait here,” he said briefly. 


You been there all the whileV* Thu tall man turned to his ac- 

"It—it wasn’t my lister,” Btlekney knowledged host and handed him tho 
j explained,; “that is, she—she doesn't key. 


umbrella to the hall-boy, but clung to + * * ★ - vou WHll 

the vioHn. CUB went into another room, with a "I’ll bo. bock.” 

"I am Mr. Stickney ” he said nb- o , .... . , 

ruptly to tho pompous doorman. "My onf V fr f e " 8t8p 1 , lk * a boyK , }" a 
sister lives here, I think?" 'J ' l , H K dropp *‘ d 

"Yes. sir; sure she does. Second dramatlfi "car and 

fi Trim- ... oark velvet cape. A small suit case n-,,.., 

no or, w liiiam. and an umbrella swung easily from 

Arrived at tho second floor. William one hand: tbe other shc extended 

flung open the door of the car. .lifted • a kf , v 

cut the suit case and offered tin uni- “Mary seems to have a lot of these,” 
brella, which Mr. Sttckney fefized .vhe observed. ”1 heard you fussing 
awkwardly in a band now incum- with yours. I thought it was next 
bc-red with a key attached to a large door. Give her my love, and I'll tell 


J_J1£ dropped hastily downward In his 
car and Stlckney stood like a 
statue. Wlmt would happen to him 
now ? 

The elevator clanked up to liis level 
and opened with a click. William 


tno sun case ana oncreu uu um- ; “\farv kaciix to have a lot of these” , . . 

la, which Mr. Stlckney Seised \ vbc * observed 'T heard you fussing **J* b * n * d a 1,1,1 lantern-jawed man into 

wardlv in a hand now im-um I * ODKer ' ed ‘ A hea ^“ * OU ‘Ussing thf . t j ny vestibule and pointed at 

^arui> in a liana now incum- with yours. I thought it was next o. 

d With a kev attached to a lariat r»i. w 1 *' 


tag. Blinking behind his misted her a few things when e see her.! ”You l here nil* nly'hr*' wieitv and she had to skip. And it was you. 

glasses, he tried, still urasninte the Cr.rwinizrht ” . ' ‘ " ’ uan- h u &> haw.'"* 


.” “It's not that 1 didn’t believe you. 

, staring. “Where see,” he unbent to explain, "but In 
ny position you can't be too careful, 
tickney answered lust look, now, if you hadn’t been on 
the straight! Madam Falconer would 
have cut up something terrible." 
fwd glance at thlf “Madam who?” 

ig young man. "Say! Didn’t you know' where you 

he said briefly, was? Mary Falconer, tho singer? 

She sings in the op’ra. Didn't you 
* ever hear of Mary Falconer?” 

... .. “Mary Falconer! The one and 

only Mary-!” “For heaven s sake! 

‘y stood like a *'y w , indeed.” the superintendent 
happen to him continued. "And that young lady, 

. that friends of hers-” He paused 

•d up to his level . . r€ . d 

i click. William 

i-jawed man into cricd * “® vou turned her 

u'* 1 ’ That's what she was sore 
P a * about. She tola the doorman that 

i,, * Miss Falconer's brother had come 


m 






m 


glasses, he tried, still grasping the Goodnight." 


the Idea?” tlie tall man began, but Wil Haw * haw * haw! 


t0 » k °, y , in , ' I lt0 * r ° W rtJ unJ cllok,Hl uncD,n * stopped him with a gesture, extending The two Officials moved off toward 


lock close at his right hand, but the J fortably. 


lock appeared to have no connection | 


I u palm displaying the two labeled keys. | the door. Suddenly William paused.! 


"There's not the slightest necessity - "I wanted to go to Miss Mary Stick-1 


with it, and his embarrassment made for you to j,© blurted ingrily. ney's apartment.” he said; “ono of 


a poor Job of it. 


"Where’s his violin?” ho asked. 

“I must have left it in there!” the 


"Want me to try?” William eug- | po t, ack _•• 

crested, but Mr. Stlckney shook his j “Bosh!” she interrupted shortly, "of 
head obstinately. J course I’m going. There’s plenty of 

"It’s not that door?" lie asked in J room for us both, for that matter; 
his abrupt, doubtful way, wagging I i, U ( isn't done, worse luck!” 
his head at tho door to his left. she was at the door. 

"It’s this door al! right—those "And 1 rather think,” she went on, 

keys is tho limit! Why’n't you put dropping the key Into ills hand, "that 


"I'll find some place, of course. Please! these keys fit there. But where does! musician admitted shamefacedly. 


my sister live?” 

"How’d you get in?” 

"She came to the door-*' 

"Wait up a minute. Who camo to 
the doob?" 

"f don’t know.” 

"How’d she let you in, then?” 

"I don’t know. She Just did. She j 


THE LOVELY. SHRILL MELODY 
SOARED FROM HIS BOW, FLY¬ 
ING EASILY ABOVE THAT 
STRONG, SUPPLE SUPPORT 
SHE GAVE HIM. 


WlS 


T HE superintendent admitted him . , ... 

again, and he walked once more ‘‘ ,ar »"« b * «oin S thl. on your ukelele. 

amone tho alien household goods. J*'”* ' V11,lam - but tor heaven'a sake, don't 

But at this moment a violent ringing , k , .’w.-Anrui)' practico In the court, will you? 

of the elevator bell called William . ‘f ^ ’J! Ihlr'h hh Good-bye. 

away, and thev waited for him, to be ^ ? p They dispersed like a well drilled 

* * *. , . . ' V royal melody must walk, swaying mob on thf* Ktivo 

surprised at his almost instant ap- . .* . " IUD ° n int biago. 

_ ^ ‘ and singing. toward its golden will KiirUnnv h 


down your umbrella?” William coun- J i can look after myself a little better said my sister hud pone away.' 

. than you can—Mr. Mary’s Brother!" "She a friend of your sister's?” 

^ "It’s xny glasses—coming In from J “You’d better put the chain on the A horrid confusion seized him. 
the rain—how ridiculous'.” I floor,” she shot at him us she lit her- “No. no!” he cried desperately, of 

But Mr. Stlckney was determined j self out. “Heaven knows who Mary course not! That’s not tny sister—In 

and pushed away angrily at the j may not have invited, besides us!” there! She’s the other one's friend! I 


crooked little slit. 


v i—u and s;nging, toward its golden 

pearancc wllh U,c dark girl of the thronc _ a „ orn acc0 mpanUt. 


last night’s adventure. 


It was Just six. He brushed and turbed and strode off to the righ 
washed hastily, and went whistling she laughed sofetly and faced him 
out of the house, the latch key In about In the other direction, 
his pocket. She was there, in the “I don't believe you’ll ever be abl* 

warm bright little eating house that to take care of yourself,” she said 
smelled of onion soup. «do yoj—honest?” 

* * * * Ho stopped, took off his misted 

A FTER that it was all a dream to *iasecs and scrubbed them with the 
n Will Stlckney. The vast, dim. handkerchief she thrust into his 
empty cavern; the brilliant stage; the searching hand. 

patient, pleasant, wrinkled woman "No,” he ansered shortly. "I don’t 
who was Mrs. Falconer; the gorgeous —now. But you will be, won’t you? 
sweeps of melody and close to him, Aren’t you going to—ater this?” 


Picking up the suitcase he walked don 1 know e * ther of 


"IVhy'n't you ring? I hear the I uncertainly toward the room the girl Th8 tal1 man *' lan, ' t ' 1 shrewdly at 
juanner." William offered. {had left. How his head ached. He’d wim “ ln . then at the suit ease on the 


For heaven s sake!” Mr. Stlckney better get his wet clothes off. It door * stiffly "It was 

muttered Irritably, Hushing crimson, would have been nicer, much. If Mary “ Mi * a Stickney’s apartment is in 9ttuat ' lon I ret 

jerked out the key, and pushed the hud been there. It was two years since said in a non-commital tone; „ 

electric button. The piano, which, he had seen her. How was she playing you say ■ vuu vo Fot a key for It?" "You concealet 
he now realized, he had been uneon- now. he wondered—it seemed disloyal ,n mlenoe ™ extended it; In silence -Look hert 

sciously following for some few sec- to think It, but there had always been the man flttcd u and opened tho door. 
onds, ceased, and quick steps were something missing from Mary's play- “ You Eay J'°u're her brother?" he The tup( , rintP 
heard in tho apartment. The door lng. What was it? Involuntarily he „ tentlv. 

began to open. moved to the big Steinway and touched course I do. that’s al 

"l*guess you’re all right now,” said it lightly. IIow it sang! What a He fl8hed for a handful of letters . ’„ We scen 
William and slammed himself into tone! Mary had written something from a P 0 ® 1 *® 1 - stumbled on the tele- Uj ^ JlsJJ g tlckne; 
his elevator. The door of the apart- about having it rebuilt; but he had ®’ rum ’ t,iruet ^ man, who v j 0 |j n to beat th 

ment opened a little; then a little never supposed you could do that with read slowly. "Really?’’ 

wider, A woman’s head appeared in an old piano. 1 know tliat y° u ’ re ^ Ir - ,she flashed a 


walked out of my own flat, the way 
you handled things.” 

"I hope you’ll excuse me," he said 
stiffly. "It was a most embarrassing 
situation. I really wanted you to 
stay." 

"You concealed it well.” she broke 


and singing, toward its golden 1 will Kticknev ««« .ur«, raicuner, me «... 

throne—a born accompanist. raent h is violin unc r hi sweeps of melody and close to him, Aren't you going to—ater thlsT 

The adngio drew together and dc- "Won't vou let me—mav-!, t •• sll ? hln S and smiling with him. the She looked straight In his eyes, 
soended to its rest. The bell tones he babbled. * dark, glowing girl. “Good heavens!” she said. "You 

of the great piano hummed like a .*1 kiiov.” she said lookir ki ill * ^ddly enough, the fact that Cio- don’t even know what my name Is?’ 

melodious bee through a quiet room. at “I know Th- nk • • T / San vore a severely tailored suit. “Well,” he answered doggedly, re- 

Suddenly a burst of applause broke much> You p] ,j k t r ^ that her attendants knelt and bowed placing his glasses and drawing her 

oul like liny firecrackers behind ~ . . „ 1 . 00 and fluttered their fans: in every va- hand through his arm, “what is your 

• luck to you! Good-bye,” and she h-iv name?’ 


them. patted his shoulder c-entiv neiy oi mouse ana SKirt, tnat ner oia • 

"Bravo! Bravissimi!” cried a ^ e j t a . uncle cursed her in a correct dinner “It’s Naomi,” she said quietly, "Na- 

woman’s voice. "Come on! Com® m coat - and that Dieut. Pinkerton ap- omi Lestrange. And I stay in Mary's 

The dark girl whirled about on her volet* and h a »k j l*?* , a , neated in golf stockings and knicker- flat » when she asks me, but—but 

at. out o y , h “ " 00 „ e the dark slrl bockers, but added the last edge of there's no reason why I shouldn't stay 

"Mary: Hello, old Mary!" she cried. Th e y at00d a! o n6 the tih . piquant telish to this dreamlike In your sisters. You might want to 
id Will, turning, Ftared. g he hj s V iol! es ": Daie ’ feast. know." 

There .she was—tall, superb and cape in one arm. with”When tho great, broad melody of "I knew, anyhow," he told her. 
n-nv Sh.. ♦IvrsvA* r.ff ; ^Pe in One arm, With the Other hand . _ ___, ___* Sihss rrvr.Hr, rs mippr irninMniP fini.d 


riety of blouse and skirt, that her old name. 


uncle cursed her in a correct dinner 
coat, and that Lieut. Pinkerton ap- 


"It’s Naomi,” she said quietly. "Na¬ 
omi Dcstrange. And I stay In Mary’s 


asked. 

“Of course I do.” 

He fished for a handful of letters 


read it slowly. 

"And how do I know that you're Mr. i 


,UU IV wen, ^iootokc “Mary! Hello, old Mary!” she cried. 

•Look here, arc you anybody’s and will turninB , . na red. 

•other reallj . There she was—tall, superb and 

The- superintendent smiled eompe- tawny . Phu threw o(T a long, fur- 

tently. . collared mantle and glided to them. 

"Oh. that s all right, he assured .. Pa8 roa , eB ... she said ..j. m 
her. "We seen his picture, all right, 


the opening. 


in Miss Stickney’s room, playing the caIled me back tor -Butterfly’ tomor- 
vlolin to beat the band. ro w afternoon. Wc came up in the 

"Really? . back elevator—I see why now.” 

She flashed a bright, dark eye at Th « auDe rintendent rose. William 


x ttc Hidi, a lit? aaiu. i MU I _. . , 

sorry to put you out. child, but they j tn . ‘ ° stood gazing 

called mo back for ’Butterfly’ tomor- j “Why I_I_- ' 


He was too tired to get Ms t .t«s S ‘* ck - y ^ add£d; "Do I .e^-d’r I — d “ y -«,y at him. 


"Who is it?” said a woman’s voice, better get to bed. cunningly, 

low and a little husky. He found the switches and glanced bv b .!’ Jillj ^ p U6l ' ed 

“Hello, Mary!” It’s me!” Mr. into a small bedroom partly fitted for * William and th ■ till nnn foiinw l 
Stlckney replied, bumping through day use, evidently, for a sewing ma- hIm r w«i T hut Lij 
the opening with his violin case and chine and a typewriter gave It a work- to them ao ' sing abou J , ike a hound 
ducking Ills head forward with the shop air. That was like Mary. tlK , 3cent of home 

abrupt gesture of the shortsighted. But the largo bedroom! He drew n , re WM th e’ Ba tc-leg-ed table— 
But the door held firmly against a sharp breath. Somohow he felt out but , t wa8 8malltT . Th e re ;. ere a „ the 
him and his violin: the head escaped of place here. The bed had no head book9 There wis the Steinway but 
hls baIu ’«- nor footboard, to begin with; a big lt was!Vt a (u „ concert Krand . There 

"Mary s not here. Who arc you?" square of wine-colored velvet covered was tha Litchfield clock, and his 
the husky voice demanded briefly. it. And the looking glasses! A great mother's curly-maple tea table, 
lie blushed again. pier glass six feet tall, a sort of » h ir,«y U r>,, , 


cunningly. you like muBic vou two”” ffVv. St,c # J tney d I “Where’s your key’” she asked volce Pou^d out as if there were no you to get home alone! Get on that 

"Oh. bosh!” said Will, and pushed * “ . “ . and thrilled. All three fluttered like abruptly> !t to me-Tuiek’” bottom to the reservoirs of youth and car over there and ask for a Fifty- 

by him In a sudden burst of anger. "1 ou bet you! answered the su- moths about a candle. Automatlcal y he felt TnVs oMket hope and passionate joy that filled ninth street transfer. Do you knov 

William and U,e tail „,un fo,low«i ar ' d " i,,,ara « odd "» s and produ'^ iL ehe opened the doo^ b «"-- ^nd all the eager violins where you are. thenf- 

bUt “ e " a,d 1,0 a,tentlon "I play the ukulele myself." "All right." she said. "We'll run and pu “ hed h,m b ! S8 ' d happlnes f “ '° r , hen-because He laughed shakily. 

She went to the piano and threw through a little 'Butterfly/child, now , «f re ' * he 8ald ' -™ help you; 8h «’ 8Pdn „*»' d, «’ „ „„ ™l be all right” he said, hold 


-. -- 1U me vesuuuio. . know*” 

cape ui r ont aim. w°th theethTAanfl When the great, broad melody of "I knew, anyhow,” he told her. 
she pointed to his door her wonder * ul entrance swept her she made a queer, grunting nois* 

"Aren't you going in?" she In- down the brld Be. to them, he saw l )lte a 6U,k y bo >'- 

quired dryly, as ho stood gazing ^ er as rea ^y was, all sunset- "A lot you know!” sh© said, anu 

emptily before him. tinted silks and crimson flowers they walked on. 

"Why. I I_,*• above each little ear. She walked, She turned. finaJly, into a quiet 

Hls voice came in a husky whls- BWa y ,ng ' balancing, offering, retreat- brown street, 
per. He had turned very white. She In *—beauty triumphant on the bough "Here's where I live.” she said; ”bu: 

glanced swiftly at him. ^ j of youth. The stream of her clear | I don’t know whether I can true* 


to them, nosing about like a hound on 
the scent of home. 

There was the gate-legged table— 


feumit lliere Wa “ S th ° gate ‘ Ie ^ ed tab,e — harU fnr mv you 7’ e herC ’ y°. 1,r ® coming as soon -Nonsense” he began weakly, Tn tho8e sweet and terrible violins, that 

t® 11 out but it was smaller. There were all the 1 can1 ° back for my sho as ho can get here. Can your boy .._„ 5 n eaKI y* th id f , , d P ath Fnr ,, . 

him and his violin; the head escaped of place here. The bed had no head bookg There was the Steinway • but 8a,d carelessl y» “ but I’m elad I left play ’Butterfly’?’’ „ , . . Inv p n r tbr m .._ t tb replied. Will you call me up when 

h,SBa,u, «' bor f "° tb0ard ' to b '*>" *««>* a b '« Bwaen'HfulT^onccrl K “ The« Know.- "Ye-y«, plca.cl" .aid Stlckney. J“. h * "•»; reached the oom- ^ you get there? It's In the book. MU., 

"Alary's not here. Who are your’ rquare of wlne-colored velvet covered was tha Litchfield eloek and 1 , 1 . Slipping to the piano bench, she * * >: * fortable old sofa; and fell on the art. neing tne wiser, always Kills tne Naomi Lestrange. Thats my aunts 

the husky voice demanded briefly. it. And the looking glasses! A great mothers curlv-maple tea table struck a great, rumbling chord, and THEnE wa8 no 8c0re Xobody floor beside It, hls head resting on , °™'; b ^^ ! ' fe k ! 1, ^ , ° tb e ' name. too. It's her house. Will you 

II© blushed again pier glass six feet tall a sort of “ 6 cun > ™l“ e “ M,e ' Will raised hls head, listening. Again T , . °° I® , ^ ‘be seat. From a great distance These two. lost Hi the shadow of ca n me—sure?” 

"Oh, good heaven’s, I'm sorry—I'm screen of glass In three parts at the 'All these things are ours." lie an- it crashed out, but this lime in the f ° r Th ® B ' r J carr ‘ < ' a volce callln * out something ‘he great, dar khouse, knew this sud- .. Atl r j g ht. I will. She's you: 

Will, her brother. Where Is she?" back of the long dressing table the "O'foed trlumphantly; "mine and my n)inor , and wh ,i e ,he bass of lt lin- da ' hed o(f a , ^elude. and abou t hls breakfast, hls breakfast, denly, made very early wise by music. auntr - 

he blurted nervously "Didn't she ex- two closet door? faced with beVe ed E ‘ Bt * r ' t ’:. 1 gered and vibrated masslvgly she “-e soprano dived from It as from a hls breakfast: and leaned to each other w ith wet -Sure, she a my aunt!" ehe an- 

pLt me’ She wrote for me to come mirrors: There seemed few tWngs tn „ “ a:d ' he tal1 man darkl -’' : but threw a handful of arpeggios into ' prin f t b0ard ' ^ leap ' d aft " ber ' He made a great effort and whls- “4 trembling young chins, swered bluntly. "Did you think be- 

tonlgh" I've got JhiVttrr herJ^" the room, and yetTlooked v„y‘rich ha ««* •*« to go. the air and caught them In the middle off ."gether^ through th^ suia^ ^ „„ . a o Her strong brown hands caught hls, cause I smoked I couldn't have a:v 

Ho fumbled in hls right-hand and full. Aunt Mary had been very ‘ How Perfectly idiotic!" Mr. Stick- of tho keyboard with a bit of a f S "^ n . S ikTifieto !„ Lunchtime, yesterday!" that were so cold, and held them aunt? You'rethollmltsometlmes- 

pock-et. dropped the umbrella with a generous. Or perhaps it was the r ' ey <J«> a «d helplessly. "Here, you Chopin prelude. He stared at her. thlrg If he * * * comfortingly. Honest, you are!" 

clatter, lost hls hold of the violin. pieces were large. come In here!" Gracious, how tho girl could play! bad *.? kn0 w„ H. tlE had no idea of the time that And then, moved by one impulse. “I suppose I am, he admitted, ano, 

"Look out for the fiddle! Here. He pulled some things out of hls »e led tho way to Uie bedroom, and She gave him tho violinist's A. and Higher and higher she climbed I H might have passed; but all at ! . '° 1 ‘ ether ' £ '« h ^ d - "Good night dear! X 

give It to ms! Gosh, but isn't that suit case and lifted the wlne-colored wL whaT'fne moiLT"?' hC 8 " PPe '' h ' S ' n " trument out of ils Her voice was like steel and honey! I once he began to take long, hungry ! b ?j!f t ® to lto V own swel't ‘7® T° 1 ,“, 7hi 7 °V h 

Alary for you! Oh. never mind tho velvet cover off the bed. When the ? was what one looked for in case mechanically and tuned It. Slic ghc stirrrd lov e and death together! breaths. A delicious fragrance filled ! ' 1 CDd *" ... . I d he ' , h ,‘? fac * v !° b * r s ‘l 

letter! I suppose you'd better come upper sheet turned over, a great em- 7 al Land J! !"°°"^ l" 1 , 0 ^ , f ’° na i a :„ and In her strong throat and poured It ‘he air. Ah. corfee! Coffee it was. TheTiTnew S tt7t > Tnd-'h‘.? 0 t U b ev VolTi n?™ swift' 

in." said the husky voice disgustedly, broldered M w-as written, wreathed In __ . „ . a blue J he walked to the Btelnway, fiddling ouf for tbem froth her wonderful lips, and It was coming closer and closer: , '. y and eo,tl - • 

"I’ve got It. nil right. Take the suit twisted vines. He felt all of a sudden ,7? 77^7; among 7 , ^7° 7®"!; h ‘ S * yeB »“ ^ She towered to her final height, hung it was beside him on the floor: she » L 1 EU ® S !, 3 '° U W ,V7 * h ® “ W: 

case, wont you?" that he didn't know Mary v W 7“ 1 “1 7,71 s! 7 ' a By , th f “TV’,® 3 '' ! ^ ‘7 ‘here, as a rocket hangs In the dark was kneeling by him. pressing back V* ‘® d b ‘™. \° Bure to ca " mt upI 

He picked up the suit case, stum- ^ There " ht er,^ b r ® 7 . adaBl0 bC ha , d fdr «°“« n where be sky _ and th0 cleari Mgh noto burst his shoulders. stood, suddenly, in th- meet. A, 1m _ t.-ourrizht, iq: _ 

bled over it, hit hls head against some ’ ( .. ’ . o at was. ^ Tlio^ love II _* h J iI1 _ _ Ine _ lody gently in a shower of flame. It was "Stop! Don't you move. You _______ 

unrl knnrlfPil ntf hie trlq com IT was ten by Uncle William . ... soared from hls bow. flying easily | over. mifrht so off a*rain.” ! ' —1 


| just lean on me." 


He laughed shakily. 

"It’ll be all right,” he said, hold 


They taught him, then and there. Inp ber han ds obstinately, 
hose sweet and terrible violins, that "Gosh! I wish I thought so!" she. 


"All these things are ours.” he an- 


"Lunchtime, yesterday!” 

* * * * 


g\rt it to me! Gosh, but isn’t that suit case and lifted the wine-colored 
, Mary for you! Oh, never mind tho velvet cover off the bed. When the 
letter! I suppose you’d better come upper sheet turned over, a great em- 
in,” said the husky voice disgustedly, broldered M was written, wreathed In 
"I’ve got it, all right. Take the suit twisted vines. He felt all of a sudden 
case, won’t you?” bc didn’t know Mary very well. 

Tie picked up the suit case, stum- * * ... * 


Her strong brown hands caught hls, j cause I smoked I couldn’t have tn| 
that were so cold, and held them aunt? Y’ou’re tho limit sometimes— 
comfortingly. honest, you are!” 

And then, moved by one impulse, “I suppose I am.” he admitted, any' 
they rose and walke dout together, sighed. "Good night dear.'” /J 

and left the fairyland beyond the or- She stood above him on the ste^a 
ehestra, to end In its own sweet and as he lifted his face to ber 
charming sorrow, without them! leaned down and kissed him swlftl^i 
They knew that end; but they could and softly. 

not bear to witness it. “I guess you will!** sho said; "be 

She led him to a door and they sure to call me up!" 
stood, suddenly, in the street. As he Copy right, 1824.1 


bled over it, hit hls head against some 

object and knocked off his glasses, was * en by Uncle William 

They crashed splinteringly on the Stickney’s watch when he rolled 
marble floor behind him. over drowsily. Th© delicate, powerful 

"There!” he cried despairingly, scent that hung about tho rooms 
•‘now they’re gone too!" and groped recalled everything to him swiftly, 
his way into the room. He borrowed in the suit case for 

* * * * hls glasses, and standing beforo a 

^fT was all a blur to him, even when high carved chiffonier, he attacked 
**■ the girl turned on the lights and hls thick, ash-blond hair with a pair 
Mailloned him to a seat on tho large of worn silver brushes. Hls eye fell 
davenport in ?-oht of tho fireplace. on ^ group of framed photographs 
The big; Stolnway Aunt Mary had range d before the mirror, and he 
given them stood out to th* corner. 8C0Wledi for he felt ,. We were too 

and tho gate-legged table smacked -- _. 

ef heme- --- many—if they had been the great 


He seized a silver-framed full-length above that strong, supple support •■There"' she said- "and they say I 

she gave him—now calling him to have n0 vo i ce . really! All I say Is— 
her now tossing him away, here em- „ that acting or singing-' 
■IrT^fci. brolderlng his theme, there announc- s.ieVn.v and 


might go off again.” 

When he had had coffee, two ®ggs 
and three rolls he rose masterfully 
and sat or. the sofa. 

"You must think I’m a useless sort 
of fool,” he said; “but I forgot about 
dinner last night, when lt rained so. 


Magical Powers of the Ring 


of home; but ho remembered nothing f •“ . ' “V 

oise. The girl in front of him was a ^ 

dark creature with bobbed hair and That h ' s fellow ’ now - wa8 surely the 
broad shoulders. She wore an odd, one that Fan ® tbe "Pagliaccl Pro¬ 
square kind of shirt, all bright red lo ^ ue ’ KO wonderfully, 
and blue, over a short, scant skirt, 'tor the one and only Mary, from 
Ilk© a child’s. In her hand was a bar devoted Carlos.” 

Jong black cigarette holder, from And why should that tall, medleval- 
th© end of which a long cigar- looking man with the beard scrawl 
©tte sent up slow spirals of smoke. "Toujours!” and an indistinct mono- 
lie was instantly displeased. What a Gram across his robes? His eye fled 
girl for Mary’s friend! Mary was to a third photograph, relieved to find 
twenty-eight—or was It thirty, now? it a plain, simple fellow in citizen’s 
—and of course she could choose her dress. One hand was In his pocket, he 
own acquaintances; but she had not grinned cheerfully, and there was 
been used to choose such as tills. nothing in hi* face to cause 

"Will Mary be-” Will Stickney’s jaw to drop loosely 

“Don’t ask me,” tho dark girl in- or to send a wave of red over cheeks, 
terrupted rudely. "How should I But lt wasn't, of course, the man’s 
know anything about Mary? I didn’t face; it was the extraordinary sen- 
%ven know she had a brother!” tcnce wrltte n across his knees. 

"We l, # she has.’ ho answered *. To Mary, from her loving brother 
ttlffly. II© felt at a great dlsadvan- and ffood pal< George." 

if!. "‘VTS 8la " B ® 8 • “IV 1 . 1 " “George? George! What the dlckenz 

m fifito of ,h d - th °y had ™ brat ^ Mary 

the middle of the suit case. Slender, , a _ \ 

blond, and obztlnat*. he gave the im- an .? h ®' T1 ’* 3r had n0 brother at 

prezslon of a blunt mastery of events a ! 
which was In reality far from hls A Btl ?; nEa ®°, un “ n * 
feellngj; .like many, perhaps most, ^asonebly n hlm: he n:shed to the 
abrupt people, ho was very shy. g»‘*-leegcd table and .tudled It eagerly. 

"So it seems," the girl retorted with „,^ a , c if bl ,™ the _ p,ac * of bor ! or ' 


pi 


"Oh!” said Stlckney. and gulped, j "You must think I’m a useless sort 
"Mary!” said the dark girl. j of fool,” he said; ’’but I forgot about 

“Gee!” said William. I dinner last night, when lt rained so, 

"Well, run along now," said the ! and the. sonata and everything—and w _ . ...... . «*RewA r® the ie»i®n«v ®f Mm 

goddess practically. "Louise has to ; then that 'Butterfly'-Oh. heavens!" I T " eeds Aladdin to assure us Hc vare the jealousy of the im- 
! unpack. I'll leave you a couple of "I know." she said soothingly, "I I I that rln *“ bave m P‘ ,cal pow f rs ' mortals, warned the Egyptian, "and 

I seAtP for th© rehearsal, child, if you know. You can’t help it. Do you I 1 ?* hich may be Invoked by the im- sacri fi ce lo them whatever 4s deareh* 

‘want. Mother's coming. T suppose mind If I cook myself an egg? It's tlat * wllh .,! h ® C,rla ' n a that '’ n . e to you." 

' i of the genu will appear to do our bid- 

i ooiock. i . rolvkratos. awed by the krue’s 
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x/ify 


" ‘ ' ding. • Folykrates, awed by the knig's au- 

'Oh, my gracious.' he cried, and From tlme immemorial man (and vice, took the ring, as being his most 
would have got up to attend on her. eg p ec j a uy w-oman) has adorned hls precious possession, and threw lt into 
but that she swore she would go person with all kinds of fetishes and the sea. but next morning lt waa re- 

unless he aat still. charms, not only to add to his beauty j turned to him, discovered by the 

Presently she returned with an- of appearance, but very often to en- ro - val cook in a flah ke »' as preparing 
other tray and ate her eggs and rolls hanc6 h)s dIgnlty> to impress others “> r his roaster's luncheon, 
and coffee, chatting most compar- W it b hls grandeur, wealth and power. Upon this proof that the gods woulo 
lonably while he lay *>aok in a of al , thPse ornaments the ring sur- not accept the sacrifice from Poly- 

dtrnwsy content and watched her. passes every other bijou, even the krates. the King of Egypt left him. 

.? she Bald ' crown royal, which it actually out-I but history records that Polykrates 

I'em If lt° was the to.t shines by its traditional power and ! was afterward slain in an uprising 

11' l, “ '“’LJ.-I"!?.Quaint and varied symbollsnu I of hls subjects. 


fl.Kw 'su. s! 8 , °7 don ; pal '- with hls grandeur, wealth anc 

lonably while he lay back in a Q{ a „ thpse orn aments the ri 
rirowsy content and watched her. „ s eve otber bljou c 

‘I found these cookies,” she said, F 
with a chuckle, “and I'd have taken < 7° wn f,® 3 !.’ 
i'em If lt was the last act! I haven't "h 10 * 8 by : lts ‘ radl "»" a P°' 
I seen scalloped sugar cookies like <Iualnt and varied a y mboIlsn ‘' 
I these since I was down In Maine In olden times It was more 
I last.” magic than for its beauty c 


m 
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these since I was down In Maine In olden times It was more for its i Imperial Rome permitted only tli* 
last.” magic than for its beauty or value I senators and nobles to wear golden 

*'Oh,” he cried, “were you ever In that the ring was worn. Ring3 in- J rings. The common folk had to be 
Maine?" numerable bave been preserved in na- satisfied with iron rings. At the time 

“Born there,” she nodded; "so was tional collections all over the world. I when luxury reached Its climax !u 
Mary, you knov." or a8 precious family heirlooms. The j Rome, rings were often worn on the 

"So was my mother." he said; "we former have been among the treas- thumb, many of them of a ridiculous 
always went there summers. Was ure found by archaeologists in their size. One of these thumb rings, bear- 
that where Miss Falconer and her excavations or garndred by collectors ins an intaglio of the bust of thf 
brother were born?" and connoisseurs. Some of these, en* Empress Plotina, was fully two and 

"Brother!” she repeated scornfully, tombed 3,000 years with Tut-ankh- a half inches broad. 

IUv7 Vou’mearf »hat* > craKv r 'tiie,iit7 Amen, aro eloquent witnesses of the Superstition, which took such a 
I suDDOse? That', Geortro Frascosnl’s b ‘* hly developed art of their orlgtnal bold on the med [ eva j mind, found Its 
{dea o?” joke*' perlod ' and the arti, “' C ‘ ma * na ‘ ion expression even in rings. Magic! 

”A joke?” °* EgyPU^ craftsmen. rings with the necromantic inscrip- 

"Sure!" she nodded. "Mary bought . Tb ® f lnB , has al » a ?" bt « a a tion, ''Ananyzaptua.” made the wear 

that farm ono summer, down on *? ,alth and Power. ^ By hle rtos u.o rr immune to pestilence and epllepb' . 


a short laugh. "You say sho knew “Tf “ * v ' d ; ntl »„. en ' ar *^ 8na P abo ‘ 

i of a rambling homelike farmhouse, with 


V6 .V' r ®v°r!" B ', n eeme- ,her.M k. a well-sweep In front and a clear por- 

neWto w? The h! tra!t of the "G* 01 ^ 8 " of the chiffonier 

nobodj here, she said, but shed be standlng by the wtl ,_ a col „ e dog at 

ba< : k ; .. ,, . .. . his knee. Below, on the margin, waa 

•'Mary’s the limit!” th* girl inter- written' 

rupted again: "she asked me too! Of -Tor Alary, hoping she will never tor- 
course thafs what makes me sore. If g* t a,, old homo when> we wer# 
the burglars want to burgle, you f rom oeorge.” 

know, they -will, whether I'm here or will stlokney stored, scowling, at the 
r.ot. At least, thafs the way I look photograph. For Mary and he had 
at It. Do you pUy the fiddler’ been born In K Street, in Washington. 
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“Yes," he said, "I do " 

"Can you do th. Grieg sonata?" 
•'I worked on It* 


“I don't believe Mary lives here at 
all!" ho said aloud. Before him pn the | 
table lay a tagged latch-key; it whs the! 


Want to try It over? I've got lt one the dark girl had left behind her. 


right here—” 

Wluit an extraordinary person. 


Stepping Boftly, he let himself out of 
the door and opened It again easily 


"I think not. thank you,” he with this key. Then pulling the other 
answered. one from hls coat pocket, ho tried it • I 

She rose from tho big Venetian it did not fit at alL It never had 
chair. fitted I 

"Wall." she said, *T suppose I'll have He slipped back Into the apartment, 
te 00 getting along—It’s s sweet little gathered hie belongings together, and 
evening to stort out in. Isn't it? I'll stuffed them into the suit case. Then 
have this ont with Huy, eeme day. he sternly ordered himself to press the 


' %JF 

ON A RAINY, BLOWY NIGHT IN 
NOVEMBER A YOUNG MAN 
STUMBLED OUT OF A TAXI¬ 
CAB AND INTO THE ARMS OF 
A SURPRISED HALL BOY. 


iu«nv gene sis wuu ■ uminsi, uuwii ini I . . . . m n - ■- —— -r—r- 

Dons Island, and Gecrg© bad that | Pharaah invested Joseph with hs Ring . s w j th a toadstone—Shak*- 

photograph taken. He*21 be up here j authorlty * speare’s “preolous jewel” in th ' 

any minute now, I suppose.” the | Uarlue sealed with his ring the en- toad * a head—protected newborn babe? 

went on; “he’s singing ’Sharpies®,” tra nce to the lions’ den. where D an ~ and mot h cr8 aRa inet witchcraft. 

r»f rours© ” lei spent a night. An almost infinite J . . . . _ 

■r.r, tha. Plano." .he said power was attr.buted to King dole, S 

presently. men's sealing ring, upon which was *>> htuart partisans lna !!, 

"Yez." he muttered. He felt so engraved that mysterious word: ‘he execution of King CharlM L Ln 
comfortable, so Weil fed, so sleepy. "Shemhampharaoh." By Its magic, ac- de |'' ‘ lar * e dlamd " d ' ta “ b '“!" ''' 
She played a bit of Bach, a bit of cording to tradition. King Solomon aul *- v.ah^concealed a miniature p r 
Schuman and then swung gently Into was able to summon a demon who tra ; t ot ; h * martyr king, 
the Chopin "Berceuse"; he smiled like helped him to build the temple of Je- Everybody knows how beautiful 
a sleepy child and drew his legs up rusalsm, and every day carried the and rrlceloie »r« the rlnga b3 j 

on the big sofa. The lovely, rippling, king up to the firmament, whero he the Pop ' and th ® bt * bop * 'J ,7 b °i 
rooking thing went on and on; the learned to understand the secrets and of thci '’ union with the ahurch. Of 
stream of melody flowed over him wonder, of the universe, somewhat similar significance was 

and sweetly drowned him; he fell Anotent authors describe the cele- tho ceremony, when the Doge of Ver.- 

asleep. brated ring of the Greek Polykrates. ‘h”" a •' lp * '" ,d tkb ‘ 

When he woke he was alone. He Tyrant of Samos. This jewel was a demonstrating the union of the cltj 
sat up and noticed a steamer rug i a rgo emerald, upon which were en- ' Ti,n ,u br,n y neighbor, the blu. 
spread over him, and saw a bit of g ra ved a lyre, a bee, a bull's head, Adriatic. 

paper pinned to It- and a do i pb ln. According to legends. The “Ring of the Nlbelungs,” in th. 

"If you wake up before 6, come p 0 iykratee was so fortunate In overy- Scandinavian Saga known as the 
down to the restaurant around the thlnB ho undert()0 lc that hls friend, “Nlehelungenlled" is perhaps the mo-.t 
oorner from the Metropolitan—lt has the kIng of Egypt, who was visiting beautiful legend of all. Into this 
a green sign—and I’ll be there about him, warned him that this unprece- magical ring the dwarfs, who d—Alt 
t:S0. I had to leave. Mary has given dented luok would Invite the epvy of in the depths of the earth, had forged 
ms two passes for the rehearsal." the gods, who novor permit • mortal the consummate power over tha w bolo 
Hls spirits flew up tike quicksilver, to bo entirely happy. qorlA 
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